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	1. Prologue

**Hello everyone!**

**Well, I am not the brilliant Midsully. I'm the incognito author RNC, coming to help with his new story. To make it clear, this is an adaptation of the Freelancer stories from Rooster Teeth's Red vs Blue, all rights to to them and Dreamworks for the ideas. This is just two nerds having fun writing stuff they like.**

**But anyway, Sully and I both sincerely hope you enjoy this, and without further ado, onto the Prolouge.**

* * *

><p>A woman sat in a Pelican dropship, her hands wrung together, blonde hair falling over her eyes.<p>

All around her was the hum of the Pelican's engines as it soared through the air. From head-to-toe, she was covered in bright blue battle armor, dented and scratched with multiple signs of combat on it. On her back was a large assault rifle, and her helmet sat next to her in the seat as she stared at nothing, seemingly lost in her thoughts.

She was motionless as the turbulence outside jarred the vehicle slightly, though the noise was minimal inside the assault vessel. She took a deep breath and sighed, finally breaking her stillness to lean backwards and recline in her seat, her head tilted all the way back with a grimace on her face.

"Astrid?"

She started at the suddenness of the voice as she turned to see a young man exit the cockpit of the aircraft, making his ways over to her. His armor was similar to her hers, only greyish-black with red highlights on the shoulders and helmet, and a strange insignia on his left forearm.

On his head he wore a custom helmet, leaner and sleeker than the usual headgear issued out to them, with two large green eyeholes instead of a visor. He made a small wave as he approached, and she nodded at him return "Hey Hiccup," she greeted casually, relaxing again.

He sighed as he did, patting his hands on his lap a few times, before he turned to her abruptly. "How you feeling?"

Astrid cocked her head at him. "Eh?"

His helmet tilted at her in a way that suggested that there was a _very_ dry look under that visor that made her want to punch him. "You know what I mean," he deadpanned. "The whole thing with Tyr just went down and-"

"And you should probably be more worried about it than me," Astrid cut him off, sounding very tense as she glared at him. Hiccup jerked back a bit as she did, startled. She swallowed and shook her head, getting up. "He is _your _cousin after all."

He leaned forwards, putting a hand on her shoulder. "Yeah. But it was you who was with him when it happened. I just wanted to make sure you weren't feeling guilty, or anything." His tone was careful and soothing, as of trying to calm a dangerous beast.

Astrid continued to glare at him, but turned away and grunted in annoyance. As much as she wanted too she couldn't stay mad when he had such a good reason. After taking a few deep breaths, she glanced back at Hiccup to find him looking at her, his posture expectant. "It wasn't your fault."

"I know that," she muttered with a huff of annoyance, and sat down again, biting her lip. Her fists were balled in her lap, and her eyes took on a lost look again as she shook her head. "There wasn't much I could do anyway. I was busy."

Hiccup nodded silently behind her, waiting for her to say more. "Besides, he's an ass. Maybe being knocked down a peg or two will do him some good," she said with a grim smile.

She looked up at a screen across from her on the wall. It displayed a scoreboard with multiple names on it. From top to bottom it listed the names of people she knew, ranking them up from the best to the worst. Her fists clenched tighter in her lap to the point of shaking violently.

Hiccup noticed where she was looking and shook his head. "I hate it too," he said consolingly. He looked at the scoreboard too. "It's only a matter of time before this all breaks, you know that?"

"Don't say that," Astrid said dismissively, lot looking at him.

"It's true," he persisted. "Look at what's happening here. They're lining us up from best to worst, making every single thing we do a competition. Who's the fastest, the smartest, the strongest, the best of the best here. As well as we might function as a team now, no kind of group can survive in this kind of condition."

She looked at him, sending another strong glare his way, though now it was inflicted by a trace of worry and fear, as if she knew what he was saying was true but didn't want to admit it. "So you're some kind of psychology expert now?"

"Actually, yeah. I took it in college," he quipped, silencing her. She wrung her hands again, grimacing. "I'm just saying the truth here. In the end, everyone wants that Number One rank. The problem with that though..." His voice took on a heavy tone. "Is that there can only be one. And with everything that's going on, the equipment, the new 'surprise' the Director is working on, these missions..."

He looked at her. "I think the break is coming soon." He muttered sorrowfully. "And it's gonna be pretty bad." He released a heavy sigh. "But until then, we just have to deal with this."

She opened her mouth to retort when the intercom dinged, cutting her off, and the voice of the pilot sounded in the room. "We're approaching the Outcast, please prepare for debriefing," the pilot said simply and bluntly, before returning to her job. Asdrid and Hiccup, who had been looking at the speaker above them, looked back to each other.

"We'll continue this later," Hiccup told her.

"I don't doubt it," Astird said as the Pelican began to power down, showing that they had docked. Astird stood back up abruptly, grabbing her helmet. "Oh, and Agent Loki," she said, looking back at him. "How many times do I have to tell you not to call me by my Civie name?" She asked almost playfully. "It's unprofessional."

Pausing, she turned and lifted her helmet to her head. It too was custom, with a sunglasses-like visor and several ivory-colored streaks on top. "Call me Sif," she finished, turning back to him.

* * *

><p><em>This is the story of a group of remarkable people, brought together by one man to be a team. They were the best of the best. Special training, weapons, armor, and equipment. But nothing built can last forever, and no team can always be together. This is the story of how they lived... And how they fell.<em>

_This is the story of Project Viking._


	2. Chapter 1

**So I am Midsully, and I have come to present you all with the first chapter of Project viking, I decided to be a jerk and not ** **who these agents are. Those of you who watch RvB will know just because it makes sense and the rest of you should be able to figure it out on your own. Enjoy!**

A man stands before a wall sized computer screen as it blinks to life. Another, smaller man with a blond mustache approaches him, "Our operatives are in position Director." The smaller man says.

"Good." The director answers, as the screen become a leaderboard filled with names of the top 6 agents. "Send them in." The other man nods and activates the holo-table behind the director, it quickly creates a 3D recreation of the operation area complete with real time telemetry on the personal and their moments as well as the agents present.

"If I may say sir. My testing indicates that this might not be the best… team for the job."

"The system will determine what's best, Councilor. The system will determine the order." The Director said sternly, "Send them in."

The operation area, as it turned out, is an old oil rig. Only, it's crawling with armed guards for a company that has nothing to do with oil whatsoever. Two men are patrolling the cat walks, "Christ is it cold out here!" One exclaims, the other man grunting noncommittally, "How cold do you think it is? I-it has to be below freezing right?" The first asks.

"Well, there's ice, so yeah. Freezing." The second responds in a bored tone.

"Patrolling in the ice. Give me a fucking break." The first says, has he waves his hands around at their frozen surrounding, his gun magnetically held to his hip. The second hmm's again ask he tries to tune out the other man's whining, "You know who doesn't have patrol in the middle of the night, in the ice?"

"I'm sure you'll tell me." The second said in an exasperated tone.

"Jenkins!" The second man scoffs in annoyance of the first's obvious hatred of Jenkins, "I bet Jenkins is sleeping right now. Back in his rack with his big fuckin' melon head on a soft pillow."

"Yeah that's Jenkins." The second says in hopes agreeing will end the discussion.

"You know I had terminal duty eight weeks straight? Eight weeks, man!" The first says as they enter a room with several computer severs and he turns to do routine checks on them, while the second walks to the other doorway.

"Eh, lucky you."

"And I make one comment about the CO to Jenkins and the next thing I know I'm out on patrol." The first was so focused on both his complaining and the sever check that he didn't hear his companion make a strangled noise as a rope lowered around his neck and lifted him up. "Jenkins gets my terminal duty and I get to freeze my ass out here with yo…" he trailed off as he finished his check and turned to find his partner missing. He approached the door curiously, "Murphy?" He called, it was against protocol for one of them to leave eyesight of one another while checking the severs, he received no response. "Come on Murphy. Hey, where are ya?" Still no response, beginning to get worried the man drew his pistol, "Stop messing around. Murph!" Cautiously he took a few steps forward, there was another room just a few feet ahead but the lights were out as it wasn't being used. "Murph!" he called one last time, if there was still no answer he'd have to call it in.

"Yeah I'm in here!" Murphy's voice came from the darkened room, "Thought I heard something."

Relieved the first man holstered his gun and relaxed, "Oh yeah? What'd ya hear a ghost?" He asked with a chuckle as he entered the room. His laughter was cut off however as red droplet passed his face and fell on the floor, where a pool of red was waiting just in front of his feet. The man looked up to find Murphy hanging from the ceiling, dead.

"Yeah…" Murphy's voice came from in front of him, "I guess you could same something like that." The voice changed from Murphy's to a guff femine-ish one causing the guard to bring his gaze back down to find a person clad in violet armor with lime accents on the helmet, shoulders, upper legs and wrists standing there, postured as if she found the whole situation funny.

"What the fu-ugh!" The guard cried as he attempted to draw his pistol, only to be punched in the gut and have his gun knocked from his hand. The armored woman caught the firearm in the air and with a spin she pistol whipped him in the throat causing his to fall over the guardrail and into the freezing waters below, his pistol joined him seconds later.

The woman ran into the sever room and activated her comm., "Hey we clear?"

On top of one of the smoke stacks was another armor clad agent with nearly identical armor, only his was deep purple with forest green accents, lying in the smoke for cover with thermal scope sniper rile playing the role of overwatch.

"Yes, Freya; you're clear, but watch your corners. The smoke is good for cover, but it's playing hell with my thermals. And the cold isn't helping." Freyr responded.

"What's the time?" Freya asked, her tone clearly says she was in a rush.

"Don't worry about the time. Worry about the objective." Freyr answered, the tone saying they had been over this subject many time before, "Next patrol's in twenty seconds." He said, focusing on the task at hand once more.

"Huh I'll be gone before that." Freya informer him with a cocky attitude.

"Whoa, okay slow it down, Freya. Set your motion trackers." Freyr said over the comm. Freya jumped over a guardrail and onto the back of a passing guards head, catching his shotgun as she rolled onto one knees with the gun held in one hand incase she need to fire.

"Nah. Takes too long." Freya said back as she discarded the shotgun and continued to run towards her destination.

"So does getting caught." Freyr reminded her, "Set you trackers." Freya ignored him and ran inside another room, this one with doors and heat inside, it was filled with more severs and guards. "Freya I do not have visual in there!" Freyr shouted into their comm. "I can't be your eyes if I can't see!"

Hiding behind one of the larger severs so the guards wouldn't see her, Freya began to move toward her objective. "Just trust me Freyr. I got this" she told her partner as she snuck to the main console.

"Freya. Talk to me." Freyr pleaded.

"Not right now Freyr." Freya whispered back. When the final guard moved out of her way she approached the console. "I see the objective. I'm going to initiate a transfer." She said as she put a drive into the computer.

"While it's loading, set your damn tracker. There's bound to be some…" Freyr trailed off as he double checked his scope to make sure her wasn't seeing things. "Freya I've got something odd on thermal. Two small dots." The dots in question were headed directly toward his partner who had her back to them. Freya wasn't listening and still hadn't set her tracker, too focused on finishing quickly as opposed to doing things correctly. "Freya, check your six! I think somethings in there!" Freyr shouted over her the channel, louder enough to snap her out of her tunnel vision.

Freya whipped around drawing her silenced pistol, a specially modified version developed for Project Viking. Standing there, as the door behind him closed, was another guard, holding too cups of steaming hot coffee. There was silence as the two stared at each other, then the guard looked to his right at the comically large alarm button two feet away. "Don't. Even. Think about it." Freya growled quietly with her pistol pointed at him. The man took another moment to look back and forth between the two before finally deciding to drop one mug and go for the alarm, unfortunately for him all Project Viking agents are expert marksmen. Freya fired, the bullet passed through the falling cup of coffee and hit his square in the chest, killing him instantly, but his momentum kept his body falling towards the button. Freya watched almost in slow motion, "Ah, Shit." She quickly turned and grabbed the drive that just finished downloading the intel they had come for, "About to get loud." She warned Freyr just before the body hit the button and the alarm was raised.

Freyr stood and placed his rife on his back, "On my way!" he called out as he jumped off the smokestack. He landed behind two guards who were confused by the sudden commotion, taking advantage he grabbed them each by the head and slammed them together. "So much for keeping quiet." He reprimanded his cohort, "Freya, meet me at the helipad for extraction."

Twenty feet away on a separate catwalk, Freya was making her own way to the rendezvous point. "Roger," she said as she shot three more guards while running, "Just need a minute." She then flipped over the side to land in what had been converted to a makeshift gym where five more guards had just finished getting their gear on, she shot two in the head on her way down, and hit the ground running to avoid the bullets from the remaining three who had managed to arm themselves with assault rifles. Taking cover behind a pillar she waited for a lull in their fire, after four seconds she got bored and crouched to shoot one in the knee. With the other two distracted she took the chance to close the distance between them, with a grunt Freya ran forward and kicked one in the head, spun and shoot the injured party in the back of the head turned to face the third, blocking him from using the butt of his battle rifle and kicked his leg, breaking it. The first one was getting back up, so thinking quickly, Freya grabbed the man she just debilitated and threw him bodily into his coworker, sending him stumbling into the lockers, when he still remained conscious she delivered another powerful kick to his neck, snapping it and causing the locker door to bend outward around his head.

As Freya came out even more guards were rushing to her location, she shot one in the face and made to run shooting the only one blocking her path to clear the way. A guard behind her had lined up his shotgun, but never got the chance to pull the trigger before a sniper round took his head clean off, Freyr had jumped out from behind a pillar and fired three more times, emptying his clip. He then jumped over Freya, who rolled under him, while he swapped his rifle for the SMG on his hip; he caught the shotgun of the remaining guard before him and ran his SMG up the man's body while holding the trigger. Freyr then cocked the shotgun and shouted "Catch!" before tossing it to his partner without looking. She caught it with one hand after kicking another guard, while shooting another twice, then aimed at the guard rushing her and shotgun collared him.

"Thanks!" Freya said, before a sniper missed her by inches. She returned fire once before seeking cover behind the pillar Freyr had been behind moments before; he leapt behind the one just across the catwalk. "Snipers! Top of that building!" Freya informed him, unsure if he got a good look.

"Switch! On my mark! Sync. Mark!" Freyr yelled and the two swapped positions, Freyr reloaded and fire twice more, "Go! Go! Go!" He ordered as Freya ran forward using one of the corpses scattered about as a shield, when she was close enough she hurled the body at them using their utter shock to reach the door under them, Freyr behind her in a matter of seconds, shooting the remaining two bullets in his magazine. Freya reached the wall and pulled out her pistol once more, firing at the men standing above her, they fell one by one screaming as they fell to the icy depths below. Freyr reloaded and immediately emptied the clip at the four men running onto the scene. "Get the door I'll hold them off!" He said while switching weapons again and pointing his SMG in the direction at reinforcements might come from.

The break lasted just longer for Freya to hack the door open, "We're good!"she called as it opened to reveal the walkway to helipad, with no less than fifteen armed men waiting for them. She took the lead, having reloaded her pistol and fired five shots, three into the closest man and two more in the man behind him. She slid and knocked another over her and shot another.

Freyr caught up quickly, "Switch!" he called as he backhanded one guard, kicked another and then kneeled before sweeping his SMG across the walkway killing four men while Freya jumped over him, snagging his sniper as she did. He then grabbed the shotgun off her's and ran forward. "Move!" he shouted as he rushed the men coming at them firing five successive shells for each man that got in his way. Freyr cocked the shotgun as they reached the center of the helipad, and stood back to back as the raised catwalks around the pad were now filled with a small army all armed and aimed at them.

"Oh, come on!" Freya said exasperatedly.

"Attention assholes! Stand down; you're surrounded! Give us the data file now! You will be taken into custody!" was being shouted at them through the PA system by CO. Little did he or the agents he had surrounded know, backup was already there...


	3. Chapter 2

**RNC**

"Attention assholes,' the commander of the insurrectionists at the Oil Platofrom announced. He was manning a machine gun mounted on a tripod, and the barrel was aimed straight at the two agents below him as his men armed their weapons.

Freya and Freyr stood back-to-back, looking around and judging the odds. All agents of Project Viking were good, but this was stretching it a bit. No matter how much training they had, they weren't immune to bullets. "Give us the data file now," the insurrectionist commander continued. "You will be taken into custody!"

Freya tightened her grip on her brother's sniper rifle. "Where the hell is our extraction?!" She muttered to her brother, who just shrugged and readied his own weapons as he studied their surroundings. They looked around warily, trying to find a way out. Apparently, the insurrectionist commander had the same thought.

"There is _no _escape!" He yelled louder, trying to intimidate them. Neither he nor his 'captives' noticed a slight figure moving on the storage crate behind them. The figure was clad in pitch-black armor, with only small yellow visor betraying its presence. The figure crept along the storage crate, until it was perched above a group of soldiers like a bird of prey.

"Look, we can either do this the easy way, or the hard way," he shouted to them.

"I blame you," Freya muttered under her breath, ignoring the insurrectionist.

"Can we do this later," Fryer retorted, bumping her with his shoulder. "I'll take the ones on the left, you take the ones on the right."

"Can your stupid jokes for the ride home," she snipped back. "We gotta focus."

"You won't be getting outta here, so do yourselves a favor and give us the damn data file!" The insurrectionist commander continued, just as the figure on the storage crates leapt off their perch, landing with a roll and kicking most of the soldiers off the platform with one sweep of their leg.

As they flew, the figure launched another kick that sent a wave of soldiers flying, some knocking their commanding officer off balance, away from his turret. Before he could get back to the heavy weapon, the figure was upon him, delivering a heavy punch that sent him flying into his defeated comrades.

Soon the whole platform was in chaos as they tried to fire upon the figure, and the agents below. They scattered, and as they did, Fryer finally got a good look at the new player in the game. Under his helmet, his eyes widened with both shock and indignation. "Oh, son of a bitch!" He growled. "This was our op!"

"What?" Freya said as she ducked a round from an assault rifle.

"Look," Fryer motioned with his weapon. "It's her!" Freda looked at the figure, and cursed under her breath as she did. "That bitch!" She snarled as the figure launched a soldier off the platform with the body of his own teammate, and landed between the purple-armored pair. As she did, her armor shifted from pure black to a bright aqua blue with ivory-colored streaks on the helmet.

"Ok," Agent Sif said. "You guy's ready to go?"

"Beyond," Fryer said, shooting a few soldiers off the platforms. "Where's evac?"

"They're on their way," Sif said, tackling an insurrectionist and threw him, and kicked another in the throat, launching him off the edge with a resounding (and slightly humorous) Wilhelm scream. Freya was picking off the soldiers still on the platform above, while using the rifle to bat around the ones up-close.

Fryer body slammed a group, throwing them, before shot gunning a few of them to make sure they stayed down. Twisting, he slammed the butt of it into the face of another soldier, and punched them in the fact to send them flying. Sif caught him by the leg and used him to take down his own comrades.

One tried to gun her down with a rifle, but she spun out of the way of the blast and sprinted forwards, avoiding each blast with grace and percussion. She grabbed the barrel of the soldiers gun and twisted, using it to slam him into his comrades and seizing his weapon. Before they could regain their footing, Sif tore into them with the stolen gun.

In all this dissary, no one noticed the Commander getting back up, groaning in pain. He saw the utter ass-kicking his forces were reciving and snarled in anger, stumbling his way back towards his turret. With all that was going on, none of the Agents below noticed as he got it ready.

The commander couldn't keep up with the blue armored one, and Fryer had multiple soldiers in front of him however, Freya's back was turned towards the Commander, and she was completely exposed as she tussled with one of the more skilled members of the army. Under his helmet, the commander grinned eagerly

As the turret hummed to life, only Fryer heard it. His head whipped towards the noise as he kicked a soldier in the knee, sending them to the ground in agony. He saw what was happening and only had a split second to think. "Freya!" He yelled, charging at her. She didn't even have time to react before her brother slammed into her, throwing the smaller purple armored agent a few feet away.

Just as he did, a round of ammunition from the turret ripped into Fryers' chest armor. Thankfully, that was the most well-protected part on him. That didn't really seem to help though, as small rivers of Crimson started to leak out of the holes as he leaned over, groaning.

"Fryer!" His sister yelled in alarm. However, she couldn't come to his aid as another round from the commander's turret drove her being cover. She ducked behind one of the barricades, glancing over to Freyer. He was still on his feet, firing off randomly at enemies, but he was shaky and off-balance.

"We need to get him out of there!" She yelled to Sif, who quickly nodded, and drew her pistol from its holster. She loaded up a grappling hook into its barrel and fired. The hook flew through the air, towards the turret. The commander was still firing, determined to hit Freya for some reason, when it hit.

For a moment, the commander simply stared at it uncomprehendingly. "Huh?" He questioned, before Sif pulled, and the still-firing gun was turned downwards onto the thin floor of the platform at his feet. The gun practically sawed it in half, sending the remaining soldiers on the higher platform, and their CO, plummeting down into the water below.

With the threat ended, Freya rushed towards her brother, acting as a living crutch to him. "Come on, bro," she grunted as she heafted him up. "We gotta move." She began hauling him to safety as Sif provided cover-fire with her pistol. "Command!" Freya called into her comm. "We have wounded. We need extraction _now_!"

The insurrectionist stormtroopers were flooding in from all exits from the facility. Freya began firing at any that got close as she and her brother were backed up against the railing, backs towards the frigid waters below.

Suddenly Sif came up behind them, seizing both of the purple-armored agents by the scruffs of their armor. "Alight you two, time to go," she said, before hauling them both over the edge, along with herself. The insurrectionists jogged towards the edge, expecting to see their bodies tumbling into the freezing waters under them.

But before they could even get close, they heard the loud hum of large engines, and suddenly a large Pelican troop transport ship rose from me below, and atop were the three agents.

Sir nodded at the remaining soldiers. "Sorry about the mess. But we have places to be," she called as a hatch to the inside of the ship opened. She saluted them as Freya hauled her brother inside, then jumped in after them.

As the ship flew away from the platform, something unexpected happened. Even though no-one had planted a bomb, the station inexplicably exploded into an orange starburst that shook the air and jostled the transport mildly as it flew away. All that was led to was the burning remains...

... And a pair of fighters escaping the inferno just in time.

* * *

><p>"This is Agent Sif reporting in," Sif said into the mic. "Go for secure."<p>

She was seated in the co-pilot seat of the Pelican, the pilot strictly doing her job in front of the blue armored agent. All was calm at the moment, the dark skies outside completely clear of all except clouds. Sif's heart was racing from the excitement, but she was gradually calming down.

After a second, an artificial female voice responded to her transmission, appearing as a pixelated ball on the screen. "_Secure. Hello Agent Sif_."

Under her helmet, Sif smiled. "Good morning V.A.L.I.A.," she responded slightly pleasantly, if a bit occupied. V.A.L.I.A., or "Viking Assistant, Logistics, and Intelligence Assistance," was the general assisting A.I. of Project Freelancer. She managed all the matters of running the organization not reserved for the Director's personal A.I. Since she was introduced, she had become something of an odd, slightly distant friend to all of the agents.

"_Is this a bad time_?" The A.I. asked, sounding concerned. "_You sound... Tense_." Sif shook her head slightly, even if the A.I. Could not 'see' her.

"It's nothing, Val," she tried to assure the artificial intelligence. "Extraction went well, things just got a little... Complicated. That's all," she said. "We'll be a little late to the rendezvous, but we'll be there. Don't go leaving us behind," she said, nodding at the pixilated avatar

"_Acknowledged_," V.A.L.I.A. responded. "_That is good. From the sounds of things, the Director was right to send you along to assist the twins. Agent Loki told me to tell you to 'watch your back', as Agent Freya will most likely not be pleased by you're presence_."

"I'll say," Sif agreed, glancing at the door to the troop section of the craft, before shaking her head.

"_All agents are accounted for_," the A.I. reported, then told the agent in a cheery tone, "Excellent _work Agent Sif_." As the data of what she was reporting appeared on the screen in front of Sif, she spotted something out of place.

"Um, V.A.L.I.A.," she said, a confused tone in her voice. "I see a blank spot in the head-count, please verify."

The A.I. either didn't hear or didn't acknowledge her question. "_We will see you at the rendezvous_," she responded. "_Until then, fly safe, and have an_ excellent _day, Agent Sif,_" V.A.L.I.A. finished, sounding very much like an airport advertisement. Sif merely sighed, used to this kind of response.

"Acknowledged. Agent Sif signing off."

The avatar disappeared from the screen, and Sif sighed, leaning back in her chair. She stayed that way for a while, before signing again and standing up. "I'm going to see how they are doing," the blue armored agent told the pilot, before heading to the back.

Once there, she saw Freya patting Fryers' shoulder. The male twin seemed to be in-and-out of consciousness, his head bobbing around at random intervals. He shook his head a bit, and swallowed.

"How is he?" Sif asked, and Freya's head turned towards her sharply. The large orange visor blocked her face, but Sif suspected that there was a sharp glare underneath it.

"What the _hell_ were you doing there?!" She snapped, hands balling into tight fists as she looked at the blue armored agent.

"Saving you and your brother's asses." Sif responded coolly, crossing her arms and leaning against the wall. Behind her was the ever-present scoreboard. Freya's posture became even more hostile; before she could respond, Sif had already continued her explanation. "The Director insisted that, given the... Teamwork issues you two have had with each other in the past, you needed rapid backup if things went south."

"We could have handled it!" Freya snapped.

Sif scoffed. "Really?" She turned her head towards the male twin. "Freyr, how do you feel?"

"I'm hurt..." He groaned. "I am... Very much hurt... Ow." Sif faced a now indignant Freya again. The female twin was looking between Sif and her brother like she couldn't decide which she wanted to deck more.

"We had it handled," Freya tried again. "That loudmouth with all the explosives, the one that tried to intimidate us? All he was really doing was giving us time to get our shit together so we could fight back. If you hadn't shown up, we could have made it back out all right." The purple armored agent's visor was now close to Sif's, and she coil practically feel the indigence coming off Freya. "Instead, you came in, and everything went to hell!"

"Are you kidding me?" Sif scowled. "Look, you may be right, or you may be wrong. That place was filled with enemy soldiers." She began pacing around, steadily orbiting back towards the door to the pilot chamber. "There is no way to know what would have happened."

Freya shook her head, huffing in anger. "Look," Sif began with a sympathetic tone. "Your brother's hurt, I get it. But he wouldn't have been in that position if you had maintained cover, and kept your motion tracker on. It would have been a simple in-and-out-"

"Don't start that with me!" Freya snapped. Suddenly a radar started beeping, alerting them both. "Check our six," Sif told her. "I'll coordinate with 9er." They both nodded and parted ways as Sif took her seat behind the pilot 479er again.

"Heads up!" Freya called. "We got incoming?!"

Behind them were two Longsword fighter jets approaching rapidly. They bore the insurrectionists' insignia, identifying them as enemies.

"Who are your friends?" 479er asked. Sif shrugged nonchalantly as she strapped herself in. "Just some people we met at the part. They must have liked us." As she said that, a missile roared past them. Rather than being startled, 479er just watched it explode calmly. "They seem nice."

"Have you been hanging out with Loki again?" Sif asked.

"Now's not the time!" The pilot said, before shaking her head. "And as if you are one to talk. You _know_ this thing has security cameras right?"

The conversation was cut off as the enemy ships opened fire. 479er pulled the Pelican back, hitting the breaks to get behind the fighters. As she did, Sif fired the missile launchers on the sides of the troop transport.

The enemy fighters weaved and bobbed through the air, the pilots inside obviously skilled, judging on how none of the missiles managed to hit. Their maneuvers managed to land them back behind the Pelican.

As the fancy flying went on, Freya managed to claw her way back towards the open door to the pilot chamber. She had not strapped herself in, and was holding tight to the sides of the doorway as to avoid being tossed around like a house in tornado. "Can't you get out out of here?!" She shouted at them.

"I'm working on it!" 479er snapped.

Suddenly a red light started flashing on one of the screens, and an alarm started going off. Sir has no reaction, just kept managing her controls. However, Freya had a very, very different response.

"What the hell is that?!" She asked, looking at the red screen.

"They have missile lock," 479er answered her.

"That's bad."

"Yeah, that's bad." 479er was beginning to sound annoyed.

"Well, don't let them hit us!"

"Thanks for the suggestion!"

All three of them were shaken violently as one of the missiles almost hit, nearly throwing the three operatives around. Freya growled in anger and anxiety. "Well, you might want to get on that."

479er shook her head in annoyance. "Hey Frey, could you do me a favor?"

"Yeah?" The pilot nodded at Sif, who nodded back and pressed a button on her console. The door to the chamber slammed shut, locking Freya out.

"Thanks," 479er said with a hint of satisfaction in her voice.

From behind the door, Freya could be heard shouting in anger, cursing 479er out.

And the valiant pilot did try to take evasive maneuvers. And while she was one of the best out there, the fighters were much lighter and more agile than the bulky Pelican troop transport. The air was filled with explosions as the Pelican tried to avoid being blown to bits and pieces.

Sif tried the flares, but that was only a temporary solution. Obviously the insurrectionists had more missiles than the Pelican did flares.

"Everyone hold on, things are gonna get a little..." 479er began.

"Bumpy?" Sif said assumingly.

"I was gonna say crash-y, but yeah. Bumpy works too."

Unfortunately her warning came too late for Freya, who was now being tossed around the chamber. She grunted in pain as her head slammed into the rails holding the semi-conscious Freyr in place. The sound of her impact jarred him awake, calling his attention to his now-unconscious sister on the ground.

The Pelican weaved thought the air, defending rapidly to take cover in a narrow canyon in the ice below. It just barely fit the Pelican, and the Fighters, who had a longer wingspan, were forced to do more creative flying to keep track of them. Sid growled in annoyance as her screens flashed red. "All my countermeasures are exhausted." She pressed a button to activate he intercom. "Fryer, meet up there now! I'm clearing you for equipment usage! We're almost out of the woods, just keep them off our asses for a while!"

Inside the troop chamber, the twins had switched places. Freyr patted his sister on the shoulder. "Take a load off, Ruff." He muttered. "It's my turn to be the badass." He groaned in pain as he began to make his way to the roof hatch. His visor was stained with blood from the inside, and his chest was burning with pain. The words 'helmet malfunction' flashed in front of him. Finally, annoyed, he reached up and tore it off, leaving it behind, revealing an angular face and pale blond hair. He had some crude,Morris features and dark blue eyes.

He clawed his way onto the top of the ship, wind buffeting the dark purple agent as he struggled to stay on the ship. "Ok..." He groaned, watching the two ships as the Pelican was forced to fly above the canyon. "I got this..." He raised his fist, ready as the fighters launched another volley of missiles.

Freyr slammed his fist into the hull, and a large domed shield, seemingly made of acid green holograms, sprinted around him, covering the entire tail-end of the troop transport. The missiles detonated against the shield, the shock wave shaking the ship and sending the whole craft into a forwards fall.

"Pull up!" Sif shouted at the pilot inside as the icy waters came rushing at them at alarming speed. "Pull up!"

"I'm trying!" 479er shouted.

Finally, right before they met a very wet and icy end, the jets on the Pelican flared to life with a loud roar, pushing them up right above the water and shooting forwards.

In the back, Fryer dropped back inside the troop chamber, his armor smoking and his entire body aching, but with a satisfied smile on his face. "That...was epic." He muttered.

The Pelican, now seemingly rejuvenated, shot through the icy mists at wild speeds.

The fighters began shooting violently, before a massive laser shot from the mists and utterly obliterated one of the fighters. The mists move out of the way, revealing a humongous ship vaguely shaped like a giant gun, complete with a main cannon directly on the front.

Realizing he was screwed, the other fighter attempted to turn back and run, before being obliterated in the same way as his comrade.

Sif smiled in satisfaction, relaxing slightly as she pressed a button for the communications. "_Outcast, _this is Agent Sif. We made it back, and the package is secure."

"_Message received_," the voice of V.A.L.I.A. responded. "_We have medical personnel on standby for Agent Freyr. Welcome home Agent Sif_."

* * *

><p>"You did good work today," the Councilor greeted them as they departed the Pelican. "All of you."<p>

Sif watched as Fryer, now unconscious, was loaded onto a stretcher and evacuated. The Councilor followed where she was looking and frowned, a grimace forming under his prominent mustache. "Though... You did hit a few unfortunate snags." He conceded, then looked at Freya. "My condolences."

"Save it. He's not dead." Freya said testily.

"Of course." The Councilor agreed. When he spoke again, his voice was tentative. No one could blame him, as the 'operatives' were larger and more intimidating than the relatively diminutive man. "Now, if you could please accompany me Agent Freya. We will extract the information from your suit's systems, and you will be free to go check up on your brother."

Freya nodded grudgingly. Sif brushed aside her to leave, but before she could get far, Freya grabbed her arm aggressively. "Hey!" She growled. "Don't think you're off the hook for stealing our op. This isn't over."

"Whatever you say," Sif rolled her eyes under her visor.

"Let's all keep our heads," the Councilor tried to calm them. "Agent Sif was merely lending her assistance." He took a deep breath. "Debriefing is in two hours. Until then, you are not to discuss the details of the mission with _anyone_." He stressed The last part looking as Sif.

With a sound of hostility, Freya let her go, following after the Councilor with a moody look to her.

Sif shook her head, her body posture relaxing a bit.

Her mind began straying to other matters, and she crossed her arms, lost in thought.

Things had gone... Less than well. Until this point, the insurrectionists had not even been aware of Project Viking's existence. If they were lucky, there were no survivors left to tell of the them.

However, they were rarely that lucky. In fact, Sif had never been one to put an ounce of faith in chance or uncertainty. In her mind, she had already assumed that they now knew. And that would make things infinitely harder for future missions. Under her breath, she cursed Freya under her breath for not being more careful

She continued to think, oblivious to the world as she leaned against a wall in the hanger as Viking soldiers milled around, moving Warthog jeeps and Scorpion tanks. In this state, she didn't notice the figure in dark armor coming up to her in fact, she didn't even notice until he was right next to her, and uttered a quiet, "Hey Astrid."

She jumped, startled, and looked behind her. Almost immediately, she relaxed. "Oh, hey Hic- I mean, Loki." She said. Her helmet tilted in a way that suggested an annoyed scowl. "What have I told you about calling me that?"

"It's unprofessional," he answered. However, he quickly shook his head. "But you and I hardly have a professional relationship... Milady." She scoffed playfully at the nickname, and punched him in the arm, jostling him slightly.

"That's worse," she muttered, but there was a smile in her voice.

"All the more reason to use it," Loki said, and leaned against the wall beside her. "Hey, I heard things got a little heated." He said with concern. "I saw Freyr. Is he ok?"

"He'll be fine. That idiot took worse hits in training." She assured him. Hiccup nodded in agreement.

"True enough, but still."

"Still," she agreed. "Have you heard anything else about what the director is working on?" She asked.

"Nah. I'm only number two. They don't tell me anything. It's you they tell the big stuff," he said, clapping her on the shoulder. She rolled her eyes again, but this time there was also a smile underneath the helmet. "Yeah," he continued. "There's a lot going on here that they don't tell us. For example, I hear they're setting up some kind of 'Simulation Trooper' program. Wonder what that's about."

"Doesn't sound important." Astrid said dismissively.

"Yeah. You'll have to tell me about the mission after you're debriefing."

"After the debriefing, I'm going straight to my quarters." She said with a tone of finality. "An aerial dogfight and dealing with enough insurrectionists to pose a legitimate threat to small nations really takes it out on a girl." She stood straight to leave, before she turned back to the dark armored operative.

"I will expect you there though," she said playfully, before departing, leaving Loki with a wry grin under his helmet.

"This should be interesting..." He muttered, before straightening himself.

* * *

><p>Meanwhile, in the Director's office, the door slid open to as the Councilor entered to find the Director engaged in some topic with his personal A.I., Alpha. The A.I.'s avatar took the form of a white-armored Spartan Operative with a combat knife on its shoulder. As the Councilor entered, conversation ended abruptly, and Aloha vanished back into the console it called home.<p>

"I did try to warn you about the twins," the Councilor said.

"Agreed," the Director nodded.

"However, they did successfully pull of their mission. They still have a certain amount of difficulty when it comes to teamwork." The Councilor continued.

"Are you going to give me a report, Councilor," the Director interrupted him. "Or are you just going to waste my time telling me what I already know?"

The Councilor was taken aback. Perhaps realizing he had overstepped himself, he took a few steps back towards the door, as if prepared to leave rapidly, should the need arise.

"Um, sorry, sir," he apologized with a bit of a concerned look on his face. "And yes, sir. Can Alpha hear us?"

The Director shook his head. "He's pulled, Councilor. He can't hear anything except what's going on in there at the moment."

"Good." The Councilor said. "We have successfully constructed a body for Beta. She just needs to be... Prepped for recruitment. And with significant artificial memories, we can assure that she will be you're most loyal soldier." His words were hesitant and rushed, as if he want quite sure as to how the Director would take this.

To his relief, the Director merely smiled and put his hands on the Councilor's shoulders. "That _is _good news." He said with a tone of satisfaction. "Excellent work, Councilor."

The Councilor breathed a sigh of relief. "Thank you, Director Alvin."


End file.
